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David was working on his destroyed BC Rich, the one he threw in the air in celebration at the end of a show 
only to have it follow gravity to the ground. The body went one way, sadly, the neck another. With all of his 
money spent on drugs, booze, rent, and with Gar suddenly disappearing whenever the issue arose, David had 
the instrument laid out on a tarp on the dining room table. He was mixing up some epoxy to cement the neck 
back on to the body. Replacing the bolt was out of the question with the way the wood had snapped. Filler just 
didn't hold tension the same way wood did. It looked ok, but David reasoned it would have to be glued in to keep 
any sort of intonation With everyone else gone, it was a perfect day for some quiet work, just him and some 
files and clamps and a whole mess of shoplifted epoxy, the sour bunt smell filling the apartment after David 
had gotten the two tubes mixed together. 


He was proud of himself. It dry fit like a glove, the chisels and files chipping away at the plastic filler like 
nobody's business. Most of the mess had already been swept away. David was the only one who seemed to 


know how to operate the broom and dustpan and he made sure to get the wooden curls picked up before they 


got carried into the living room carpet by a careless heel. 


The epoxy was rank as he stirred the mixture in his little paint cup and coughed. He probably should have 
opened the kitchen window or turned the vent hood on. He didn't remember epoxy smelling quite this bad and 
glanced over and the two smooshed tubes the mixes came in. Bah, it wasn't likely to be immediately toxic. He 
grabbed a chip brush and was leaning over the notch in the body where the neck would connect when his foot 


slid out from under him and he dropped to the floor. 


David tried to hold on to his epoxy - there was no more when this jar was gone, it was all he'd manage to 
grab and stuff under his jacket at the Ace store. He twisted as he fell, the epoxy slipping from his fingers as 
he instinctively grabbed for the closest thing to stop his fall. 


His knees hit the linoleum hard, splashing more epoxy out of the jar with the force of his impact. "What the 
fuck, Junior?" Dave loomed over him, black tshirt and jeans splattered with the gloopy epoxy. 


It took a minute for David to realize it was Dave, despite the swearing and shouting and mayhem. He'd been so 


focused on trying to fix his guitar he didn't notice Dave coming home. 


His kneecaps and teeth ached from the unexpected jolt. "The fuck, man?" He caught his breath and reassessed. 
He was probably ok, just some bruising, but the cup of epoxy lay empty on the kitchen floor, the clear puddle 
letting him know he'd have to risk stealing again or bust out his father's credit card. 


"You didn't see me, so | karate'd your leg to get your attention” Dave smirked, positive that had been the best 


way to get a focused Junior's attention 


David shook off the rest of his shock and adrenaline, realizing that when he'd fallen he'd went for the closest 
purchase. Dave's hip. It stopped him from falling further, but.. 


"IFs fucking epoxy, you moron." His hand was already starting to itch and burn where the chemicals under 
them finished reacting. His hand was glued to Dave's jeans. 


Dave finally looked at their situation and tried to push Junior's hand off him. Not happening, unless Junior was 
going to part with a large amount of flesh. "Epoxy? Should have just glued it” 


"Glue won't hold with the string tension" He wasn't going to bother trying to explain the mechanics of it all to 
Dave. Sometimes Dave was the stupidest smart person he knew. "Just go get some gas." He pulled at his hand 
again No luck 


"Gas?" Dave asked quizzically, wondering what Junior wanted it for. 


"Yeah, gas, or kerosene, or anything like that." They didn't have a gas can lying around, Dave would have to 


liberate some from a neighbor's car. "Just suck a little bit," and he cranked his neck to the next apartment. 


The middle aged guy next door always had a full tank in his VW for his sales job and never seemed to notice if 


a few gallons went missing on occasion. 
Dave made a face. "| ain't sucking nothing." 


David tried to shift and realized his knee was also glued to the floor now. "C'mere, just take your jeans off" 
Once out of his pants, Dave could go the gas station and get some. David would have to wait a while, but he 
didn't blame Dave for not wanting to suck on the hose to steal gasoline. David looked right at Dave's navel, the 
silver button on his jeans catching his focus. "Unzip and then we can." Dave much have had the same idea 
because he was already reaching for his fly, ready to shuck his jeans and get out of the uncomfortable 


situation. 


"Oh, hi, ummm... I'll just." Chris turned on a dime and walked right back towards the front door. David, on his 
knees with his hands on Dave's hips and Dave reaching for his fly must have looked pretty bad. And all the 
talk about sucking.. 


"Wait, | can explain!" David was still stuck in place, Dave hustling to get out of his jeans and explain that they 
weren't about to get busy. He ended up getting caught in his pant legs as the edge of his shoe ran into the 
epoxy and he struggled to zip up quickly. "Chris! Wait!" 


"IIl be back in ten!" and Chris slammed the door behind him. 
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Dave and David were in their small warehouse that they had converted into a practice area, Chris and Gar 
gone off somewhere to shoot up. Dave was furious over a missing pedal, knowing full well that it had been 
pawned off and he'd have to track down the shop and buy it back He was mad and David was alternately 
trying to calm him down and give him space. There was no reasoning with the red head when his anger took 
over. David knew better than to get in his way. The redhead paced and fumed, walking circles around the small 
stage area and cursing the missing pair and their chosen way to score heroin. David let his arms rest over his 


bass and kept a wary eye out should said anger suddenly turn his way. 


"Fucking scumbag asshole thieves," Dave paced around again. "Fuck them, they're out." His fingers flexed. 
"Goddamn it," his fist pounded against his guitar and pulled at his hair. David knew it was an empty threat, 
whatever Gar and Chris did they were unfortunately good musicians and managed to put up with most of 


Mustaine's bullshit. They would be impossible to replace. 


Dave marched himself in circles, spiraling ever closer to Junior as his guitar cable wound around like a spindle. 
Dave's shoulder brushed against David and he jumped in surprise, yanking on his guitar cable. The loops 
tightened around David's hightops as Mustaine gave a mighty pull. Realizing he was bound, David stumbled as 
he tried to kick the braided lead loose. He tipped forward, directly into Dave before they crashed to the floor. 


Mustaine's head made a sickening crack as it his the concrete floor. "Fuck," Dave wheezed as his breath was 
pushed out of him. Junior didn't fare much better, landing on top of Dave and snapping his neck at the sudden 
stop. Their guitars were caught between them, David's first worry once he realized he stopped falling was for 
his guitar. He'd just repaired the neck last week and it was tenuously held together with the last few swipes of 
epoxy gathered from the floor. 


"Qooohhhhh," Junior moaned, his strings rubbing against Dave's and creating a horrific noise from both of their 


cabinets. 

He ripped out his jack with a grunt, one amp of noise falling suddenly quiet with a pop. "Uuuungh.." 

Mustaine gasped underneath him as he tried to move his head. There was nothing under them but concrete. 
"Oh god," Junior tried to right himself, brain jostled up from the fall. He was still spinning and kicked at his own 
feet, trapped by the cables. "Shit" He shifted again and pushed up on his hands, managing to get some of his 
weight off the obviously injured guitarist. He grunted and was ready to catch his bass neck, almost certain 
that it would fall off once his body lifted off the wood. 


"Fuck, move," Mustaine hissed from below him. 


"Gimme a minute," Junior hissed back as he waited for the dizziness to pass. He pushed up enough that his 


guitar left his chest and dangled by the strap, neck still attached to the body. No doubt the intonation would 


be off and he'd spend all afternoon resetting the bridge, but at least the wood held. His own neck tweaked as 
he tried to get up, pain shooting down his back and his right leg. "Fuck," he gasped again and almost crumbled 


back into Dave. 
"Junior," Dave growled ominously. 


"Whoa, aaaah," Chris' dirty sneakers squeaked on the floor as he came back to practice. "Wow," was all he had 


To say. 
"Chris," Mustaine wheezed as Junior tried to scramble despite his pain and dizziness. "It's not what it looks like." 


Chris looked between them, Junior frozen between Dave's legs. Chris' eyelids drooped as whatever he was on 


kicked back in. "Yeah, I'm just gonna go crash for a while while you.. ummm." 


Junior was finally pushed away by Dave and managed to scamper back away from his fallen leader. He worked 
on freeing his ankles as Dave huffed himself up like a big red balloon All he could do was bellow, Chris was long 


gone. 
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It was David's week with the bed The apartment had one bedroom, and they rotated who got the ‘bed’, really 
only a mattress on the floor, and the couch. The couch was uncomfortable at best. It had been rescued from 
curbside in Reseda and thrown hastily in the back of the van. At one point it looked fairly new, until various 
spills and stains marred its once tan surface. Cigarettes and hot pipes left crusty black spots where the 
synthetic material melted. David threw a new flat sheet on it once a week and you could hardly tell that 
someone much better off tried to throw it out once upon a time. After a long night of partying, David was 
happy to get back to his apartment. He had changed Mustaine's sweaty sheets before they left in the 
afternoon and made up the bed, ready to a nice night of peaceful slumber. The place was pin drop quiet and 
David dropped his keys by the door. A few minutes later he was ready for bed and killed the lights, kneeling 
down into the soft, threadbare mattress. One day he would get a box spring and maybe a frame from the 
Salvation Army and have a proper bed again. For now this was his lot and he was happy to have it. 


He was out before he knew what hit him, his energies split between trying to get Megadeth into the 
stratosphere and basic life tasks. 


It was no easy feat with Dave's temper and Gar and Chris' behavior. A timid knock at the door woke him up, 
finding the room already filled with the thin light that stretched between the apartment buildings. He pulled the 
blanket from over his head, his deep winter Minnesota habits dying hard, and blinked the crust from his eyes. 


Gar and Chris stood shoulder to shoulder in the doorway, Chris' mouth set in a firm line while Gar seemed to 
be having problems breathing. David sat up quickly, ready to help Gar and jumped when a hard head rolled into 
his elbow. It was only a second to realize that it was Dave, who was now awake himself and blurry with 


hangover. 


Mustaine made a noise and whispered, "David?" as he squinted through the daylight. Junior looked quickly back 

up to Chris and Gar, ready to spout off denials that his lips wouldn't form. Chris grabbed Gar by the arm and 
pulled him away from the door, backing the pair of them down the short hallway and into the living area. "Z'at 
you?" Dave murmured. He would have to climb over Dave to get out and think of something really fast to 


explain to Chris. 


"Why are you in my bed?" David pulled at his hair and wiped at his mouth. He'd drooled again in his sleep and it 
left nasty smear on his face. 


"Fuck you," Mustaine huffed "Sunday. ‘S my bed" Mustaine only rolled over and pulled the blanket tighter 


around himself. David was rewarded with a view of back of his head and some soft snores. 


Its Thursday," David said after mentally double checking. It has been hard to tell what day it was ever since 
he left high school. He pushed at the redhead's shoulder. "C'mon, Dave, time to get up" He received a middle 
finger for his efforts. 


With a sigh he hitched himself over Mustaine and rolled to the floor. His knees creaked as he stood up, not a 
good omen for his future but they held firm. He found his shirt tossed on the dresser, and a pair of shorts 
puddled on the floor. He could hear Chris and Gar still milling about in the living room. They would have to have 
a serious talk after the last few weeks. David was almost certain Chris had filled Gar in on his earlier findings 


and seeing the Dave's in bed together was going to be a much more difficult thing to explain away. 


He opted to pass the toilet for now, wanting to catch his bandmates before they took off. They sat together 
on the ratty sofa, two takeout cups of Jan's coffee between them. They'd either been up all night or had 
gotten an early start. "Hey," David announced his presence and the pair looked over and cut their conversation 
short. Gar looked away quickly, staring at the lid of his coffee while Chris rubbed at his chin. "Look, | know it 
looks bad.." 


Chris sighed. 


"Just let me explain, alright?" Ever the fixer, David lined up his words, ready to tell them about the single bed 
and rotating sleeping arrangements, but he was cut off by Chris. 


"Dude, at least go wipe the cum off your face." Gar hid his eyes under one of his big hands and tried to melt 
away. David wasn't sure what was going on, nothing like that had happened. Chris pointed at his own face. 
"There, and there," he drew an invisible line. 


David reached up to his own face, feeling the gritty crust from his drool. "It's not." He gave up when Chris 
drew in a tired sounding breath. He wasn't going to listen anyway. He went to the bathroom to wash up quickly, 
using all the facilities while he had a moment. He heard Dave stumbling out of bed and talking with Gar and 
Chris, hurriedly washing his hands before Dave opened his big mouth too much. 


Dave had the small ceramic ashtray in his hand, cigarette dangling from his bruised lips. ".. lucky last night," he 
sniggered to himself as he told his friends of his exploits. "She let me do anything to her, | must have dumped 
a couple of loads on her." Junior cringed at Dave's and oblivious telling, the still red scratch marks visible going 
down his neck and disappearing into his tshirt. "Mmm, here," Dave handed Junior a cigarette out of a well 
crushed pack, followed by a lighter. 

"Thanks," was all David could say, hiding behind his hair as Gar turned green and Chris stared at them. 


It took Dave a minute to catch on to the tension in the room. "What?" He looked around at everyone avoiding 
his gaze. "Somebody fuckin’ die?" 


Gar shuffled uncomfortably. Chris just shook his head. 
"They think you're gay," Junior leaned towards Dave and stage whispered. 


Dave's face scrunched up. "I'm not gay." 


"Neither is Halford" Gar's deep voice slid quietly underneath everything. Dave looked even more confused. Few 


people ever saw Rob out with his boyfriend despite how serious they were. 


Junior could see where they were coming from. Shitty timing as it were, but they had been in some pretty 
damning situations lately. Gar was silenced by a quick smack from Chris. "Look, all I'm saying is are ya, or 


aren't ya?" Leave it to Chris with his brusque New York attitude. 
Dave's face slowly stretched into something resembling horror. 


"Told ‘ya he'd piss himself." Gar sniggered and pushed Chris, letting him rock on the sofa. "Just getting you 
wound up, ya bastard, relax." Maybe Gar had been joking, but Chris looked like he wasn't. Dave sputtered, 
excuses tripping as they all tried to exit his mouth at the same time. "Besides, you two make a cute couple." 


Junior blushed to the roots of his hair and Dave's sputtering cut off, his eye twitching in a way the David 
knew was the precursor to a good rage. It was all Junior could do to bustle the melting down Mustaine out the 
door and into the hallway of the apartment complex, holding the seething man against the wall until he calmed 


down enough to listen. 


"Don't let them get to you." Junior had his shoulders pinned to the wall, Dave wiggling in his anger. When he 
calmed enough, Junior let go of one shoulder, just enough so he could find his wallet and drag out the last $10 
he had. "Just go. Get some beers. I'll take care of them." It was almost painful watching Dave fixate on the 
green bill crumpled in Junior's fist. That last $10 was supposed to fill the tank of his car and if he was lucky, 
let him get something to eat along the way. Instead Dave grabbed the bill, slowly taking it from Junior's grip. 
Feeding Dave alcohol wasn't a good idea when he was already angry, but it was the only way to get him out of 
the apartment. 


With a push he was off down the hallway and with luck would be gone until at least supper time. Junior just 
hoped he came back eventually or else all this would be for naught. He followed Dave down the long hallway of 
the complex, watching as the redhead turned out of the building and headed for the main drag. He didn't leave 
the door until Dave had disappeared out of sight. 


He trotted back to their apartment, amazed that it had actually worked. He closed the door quietly, turning the 


deadbolt and sliding the chain. "He's gone." David kept his back against the door, still slightly apprehensive about 
what Gar and Chris had planned. 


"Good," Gar said as he clapped his big hands together. 
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Gar and Chris left after dinner, having split a take out order of Lo Mein between the three of them. No one 
knew where David was, but as the day wore on and night started to settle in they decided not to wait any 
longer. Junior saw them off, promising to call in the morning. Dave would be back eventually. Maybe tomorrow, 


maybe the next day. He stacked another album on the spindle and wandered aimlessly, waiting. The Steve Miller 
album didn't hold his interest, and he switched it out for Foghat. 


Even with Rod Price's loud slide guitar he found himself dozing off on the couch. It was quiet when the locks 
flipped open and the jangle of keys on the table woke him from his sleep. "Hey," he called out as he saw Dave 
emptying his pockets. 


"Hey," Dave called back, more subdued than Junior had seen him in a while. "They gone?" 


"Yeah, hours ago." The turntable was still on and David moved to flip it off, the orangish glow from the pre- 


amp disappearing. "Where've you been?" 


Dave shrugged. "Around," was all Junior could get out of him. There wasn't much room in the one bedroom 
apartment and Dave was wandering aimlessly, fidgeting with the detritus of life strewn around by two 
bachelors. "Did you tell them about me?" He was currently picking at a dreamcatcher one of their girlfriends 


had made, the weaved netting rife with feathers and turquoise. 


"Nope." Chris and Gar wouldn't have listened to his explanations anyway and David wasn't exactly comfortable 


discussing that sort of thing with them. 


Dave set the dreamcatcher down and moved to root through a mason jar full of screws and picks and change. 


Junior sat on the couch and watched him sort through the metal mix. "Are they... ok with it?" 

Junior wished he hadn't fallen asleep as he tried to force the remaining fog from his brain. Dave pushed his 
hair back over his shoulder and Junior matched him, his own hair a mess from laying on it. It wouldn't stay 
down no matter how much he nervously smoothed it. He didn't know how to answer Dave and kept his silence. 


They hadn't talked about it at all, too busy discussing gigs and sports and Gar's day job woes. 


"You doing anything tonight?" Dave was looking over his shoulder now and Junior startled as he realized he'd 


checked out. 
"Huh?" David scrambled and shook his head. "Um, nah. Nothing." 
Dave nodded and swept all the bits back into the jar. "Lets go to Santa Monica" 


It was night time. Was he crazy? Unless there was a good party or free drugs or something.. "Dave, its late." 


"| know, | know." He wiped his hands on his jeans. "Just come with me." 


Despite Dave's madness he was never able to say no. The ride over was quiet, Dave in a strange mood while 
the radio played quietly in the background, just barely enough to be heard over the road noise. Junior watched 
as Dave drove around, expecting to see the bright lights of the pier any moment. 


Instead Dave parked the car, the ocean dark out in the distance with the moonlight glinting off of the waves. 
He looked quizzically at Dave, but didn't dare to break the silence. 


"Closer to Pacific Palisades." He threw the keys in the glove box. "C'mon" 


They walked through the empty parking lot, Junior two steps behind Dave as he marched ceaselessly towards 
the ocean. Junior occasionally glanced around, watching for cops or vagrants. The pier was far off to the left, 


the bright lights cutting through the darkness. There was nothing here. What the hell? 


"Dave?" He'd fallen behind and jogged to catch up. The stretch of beach had nothing but sand and waves. And a 
few giant rocks, Dave's footprints in the cool sand ending as he climbed up onto a square-ish one. Junior waited 
a few seconds after he got to the rock, looking up at Dave silhouetted darkly against the ocean and black sky. 
Carefully he set foot on the rock and pulled himself up slowly, wary of both Dave's strange behavior and 


slippery ocean slime. 
He stood shoulder to shoulder with Dave, staring out into the unending waves. It seemed like a million miles 
away from the rolling farmland of a few years ago. Warm fingers brushed against his before wrapping around 


and twining together. Huh. 


Dave was hardly one to ever seek out affection Weird, Junior through, but what the hell. No one would see 


them in the darkness. It was uncomfortable but peaceful. 

"Junior?" Dave broke the silence without looking over. 

Junior looked out of the corner of his eye, watching Dave closely. "Yeah?" 

He didn't answer back, Dave's fingers wrapped tightly between David's and holding on as if the tide would pull 
him away. David let him be quiet. Dave was one of the weirdest people he'd ever met. A genius, certainly, even 


if few others saw it, and determined as hell, but still very strange. 


"Did you ever." Dave shifted on his feet, tugging slightly at Junior's hand. Junior waited patiently, giving Dave 


all the time he needed. "Have.." Dave tried again and failed. 
David gave his hand a gentle squeeze, a reminder that he trusted him and would be there. 


"My brother in law used to beat me." Dave had mentioned this much before so it was no shock to Junior. 


Between the religious differences, drug use, loud music, and Dave's teenage belligerence it had been a 


tumultuous time. Junior tried to sympathize but found he couldn't; his own childhood much better than Dave's 
had ever been. "He really beat my ass." 


He remained quiet, letting Dave get whatever he was trying to say off his chest. Most of the time all the guy 
needed was someone to really listen to him. Unfortunately in LA everyone was all talk and very few were 


listeners. 


Dave sucked in a deep, calming breath. "He hit me so bad once | was pissing blood for a week" Dave had 
hunched over slightly as he talked, making himself smaller as he remembered bad times. "Really fucking scary 


to see blood coming out your dick" 


"Why did he hit you that time?" He soothed his thumb over Dave's hand, reminding him again that those times 


were over. "Why so bad?" 


Dave shrugged slightly. "I had a photo in my wallet. Just something stupid from one of those booths at the 


mall" He paused again, lost in his own trauma. "And he found it" 
Junior stopped his thumb. "Must have been some photo." Dave turned to look at him. 


"It wasn't much, but on the back he'd put both our names and a heart. It was too much for him on top of the 


long hair and Priest and he almost killed me." 


Things were starting to line up in David's astute mind. The whole living out of each other's pocket should have 
given it away but Dave hid things that really mattered far enough out of sight so they didn't get hurt or 
stolen. "What happened to the guy in the photo?" 


"Hmmm? Oh, we broke up later on. Lost touch with him." Dave shook off Junior's hand and pulled out his 
cigarettes. "Probably got a dozen kids by now out in the suburbs." He held the pack out for Junior, who stole a 
smoke for himself. "Doesn't bother you?" 


"Nah, man" Junior pocketed the lighter, it was probably his anyway. "Gotta remember where | come from 
farm animals are a viable option on lonely nights." Dave made a gagging noise. "Everyone knows someone who's 


been rumored to have romanced a sheep once upon a time." 
"Gross." Dave sucked on his cigarette. "You're lying." 


"Ha," David snorted. "| wish. One day I'll take you up there. Not so bad near my parent's, they're close to town, 
but there's a whole lot of nothing up there." 


‘Minn-E-So-Ter," Dave mocked the accent. "I've heard your mom, ha. She talks like this, ha" Junior rolled his 
eyes, used to the playful ribbing. It had taken a lot of focused practice to dump the worst of his accent when 


he first arrived and unfortunately some of it still lingered. 


"Shut up," Junior watched in fascination at Dave's defense mechanism. "She's a nice lady." Dave was still staring 
at him and without warning an arm went around his neck and pulled him close. "Fuck, watch the cigarette." 

Dave has been about two inches from getting a lit end in his ribs. He pushed at Dave, playfighting to get free 
from the headlock. Dave always did this, the macho displays of one-up-man-ship, wrestling and baiting David 
until David gave in Thankfully the rock wasn't very slippery as Dave jostled David on his hip. Dave's arm wasn't 


terribly tight across his throat. He could do some serious damage if his anger ever turned towards Junior. 


Dave released him and Junior quickly righted himself, ready for Dave to pounce again. He didn't and instead 
Junior worked on fixing his hair. "It really doesn't bother you?" 


David shrugged. "Why would it?" Dave kept his distance, Junior managing to catch his wary, calculating stare. 
"What?" 


With his gaze suddenly averted, Dave hid behind his hair. 


"You wanna kiss me or something?" Junior joked. Dave always seemed to be more uncomfortable than the rest 
of them or overly defensive when the gay jokes came out. At least Junior was finally starting to understand 


why. 


It was hard to see in the distant light but Dave's body was wracked with tension, his shoulders hung all wrong 


and Junior couldn't recall ever seeing him so out of sorts. "Yeah," Dave barely got out. 
Junior froze. His words sunk in and now it looked like he would have to eat them. Shit. "Dave. 


"Wanted to for a long time." As Dave shuffled closer Junior fought to not step back. As much as he wanted 
to, it would kill Dave emotionally. Cold sweat broke out on his forehead despite the Pacific breeze. Could he 
really do this? Dave carefully reached out and took his hand, the touch light and cautious now. "Beautiful out 


here, isn't it?" 


Keeping his breathing slow to keep the terror from showing, Junior managed to grip Dave's hand back. There 
was a smile etched on Dave's face at the small squeeze, dimples breaking on a face that had no right looking 
innocent. Junior wasn't sure he could speak past the panic and settled for nodding. He managed to swallow and 
sucked in a breath, Dave all but standing on his feet now. Nose to nose he avoided Dave's eyes, ready to bolt 
should Dave get a hairs width closer. 


"David?" His name brought him back right into Dave's space. Their noses were almost touching. Dave closed his 
eyes and tipped his head slightly. Before Junior processed what was going on, Dave was kissing him. It ended 
quickly and his mind remained startlingly blank. Junior let Dave back away first, worried now that he'd done the 
wrong thing. 


Dave's breath still warmed his skin. His clammy hand was still stuck in Dave's grip. The smile had faded from 
Dave's face, the slightest of lines forming where one day would lay signs of age if he made it that far. The 
feeling of disappointment was palpable as Dave's eyes flicked over his face before returning to their curtain of 


red. He'd ruined it. He'd not been able to do it despite his bravado and Dave saw right through it. "Dave." 


Dave tipped his head slightly instead of shaking it. "Let's go back to LA. It's late." Fingers dropped his, slowly, like 
they were being forced reluctantly by their owner to retreat. He shuffled back slightly, the cold Pacific air 


swirling in the newly opened space. 
‘Msorry," Junior mumbled feebily. "lm not..." 


A wry, self preserving smile peeked out through the strands. Junior had never seen him this close to tears. He 


felt like shit now, it was all his fault. "S'okay," Dave's voice cracked. "Not your fault" 


David hung his head. "We can still be friends right? Still be Megadeth?" Fuck, he hoped he really hadn't fucked 
everything up. 


"Sure kid" Dave wiped his hands on his jeans and looked around the small rock. He took a deep breath of salty 
air. "Ready to go?" 


Dave left him on the rock and marched through the incoming tide. David followed, the ankles of his jeans 
soaking up the brine. The ride back was pure hell, David fretting quietly to himself as Dave drove. Things had 
changed, even if Dave had agreed to pretend they hadn't. Dave never looked over once for the entire drive 
back, eyes focused on the road ahead. Junior wrung his hands and kicked at his ankles as the damp jeans stuck 


to his skin. 


The scenery turned familiar as they heard West Hollywood, a pit of dread opening in David's stomach. He hadn't 
even said no and he felt shitty. Even dumping a girl didn't leave him feeling this bad. He just wanted to make 
Dave happy. Dave had had so very little happiness in his life. 


Dave parked the car and gathered his things, pausing with his hand on the door as he realized David wasn't 
also getting out. "Get out. We're here," he grumbled. Junior was ready to throw up and didn't move. Dave rolled 


his eyes and started shouldering into the rusty door, stopping only when David called out his name. 


He stopped and turned, keys and cigarettes still in his hand. He watched curiously as David slid over on the 
bench seat. David's heart was in his throat and he just hoped he wouldn't puke all over Dave. He waited for 
Dave to pause, not willing to go chase him into the apartment building. Without thinking he closed the gap 
between them, burning the memory of Dave's frightened but hopeful eyes into his brain. His itchy palms 
grabbed onto Dave's shoulders and held him still as he pressed their lips together again. There was no finesse 
and no technique, instead relying on hope that Dave would understand everything he was feeling. 


When it was done he leaned back, waiting uneasily for some reaction out of Dave. To his confusion, Dave 


pursed his lips and threw all his weight against the door, popping it open and practically jumping out. 


David grabbed the pack of cigarettes that Dave dropped and followed him, letting the heavy door slam behind 
him despite the late hour. "Dave," he called, waiting for the panic response to burn itself out. "Wait" He left like 


all he'd done today was run after Dave in one form or another. Dave was already halfway to the front of the 
building. He caught up as Dave fumbled with the keys to the building front door. He had no idea what to say, 


he'd never had anyone run away before. As soon as they saw a guitar the girls usually ran to him. 


"Not out here," Dave whispered tightly. "God damn door," he grunted and kicked the bottom plate. The deadbolt 
clicked with a turn and admitted them, the pair trudging through the long hallway in silence. Once in their 
apartment, Dave immediately lit into David. "Don't play with me." He circled, shark like, as David kept himself as 
flat against the closed door as he could. David still hadn't spoken, letting Dave have the control he needed and 
the space to work out what he needed to work through. At least he knew the man came with some serious 


baggage. 


David stayed against the door as Dave stormed to the bedroom and shut the door. He heard the slide of a 
dresser over the stained carpet, and when he tried the handle a few moments later he found that the door 


was indeed blocked. 


"Go away!" Dave bellowed. David decided to leave him alone. After knowing him for the last few years he 
understood there was only so far you could push Dave in any direction before he overloaded. Even though the 


day had been quiet, there'd been no punchups, screaming matches, or police involvement, it has still been 


pretty heavy. 


By default, he went back to the couch. He was too keyed up to sleep and had far too much to think about, but 
he could just as easily lie down in the dark and think as he could pace and putter in the kitchen He must have 
fallen asleep because the sun was up when he woke. Quietly he rose and went to check on Dave, not knowing if 
the room would be trashed or if Dave would even still be there. The door opened with a push, the dresser 
back where it should be. He stopped it short of the angle where it would squeak, carefully poking his head in. 


Dave was sleeping on the bed with his back defensively towards the door, wrapped in David's tan comforter. 
One foot stuck out of the bottom and a tangled mess of hair stuck out of the top. It was good to see him 
sleep, and the smallest rise and fall of his shoulders assured David that he was still breathing. He didn't want 
to think about that. He drew closer to the sleeping man, his own feeling a confusing mix that needed to be 
sorted out. He was just going to watch Dave sleep and knelt down next to the mattress, not really sure of 


what he was doing. 
"| know you're there," came from underneath the warm nest. 


David blinked. Dave hadn't moved but yet was clearly wake. He couldn't see his face. "Scootch over." Everything 
he knew about being in California was about to change, so Junior decided to push the issue. He grabbed the 

edge of the comforter and lifted just enough to squeeze himself under. Dave didn't move, and the edge of the 
blanket lay on David's flank, leaving his back cold. Dave was warm, even warmer when David eased himself into 
Dave's cocoon. Knobby knees folded and tucked in behind Dave's. David threw his arm around Dave's waist, not 


sure where to place his hand and letting it dangle loosely over Dave's stomach. 


"I told you not to fuck with me." He still hadn't moved, damn him and his problems. David knew he was choosing 


the more difficult path. 
"Scoot over." The space between his chest and Dave's back disappeared. "You'd better not be a blanket hog." 


"And your feet'd better not be cold." Dave regretted his words as Junior shoved his Minnesotan feet between 
Dave's ankles. Dave grumbled but finally leaned back against David, relaxing back into sleep after realizing Junior 


wasn't leaving. 


It seemed to be what Dave needed; someone there for him despite all the bumps on the road of life. Junior 
nuzzled against the top of Dave's spine and held him close. He could do this. Maybe the other stuff would come 


in time. He fell asleep not long after Dave, making a little promise to himself to always watch out for Dave. 


